j(o^(o 


MEMORIAL 


MRS.  JOSEPH  DART. 


J. 


Jjjing  in  Ihq  3or<I. 


DISCOURSE 


DELIVERED  IN  THE   FIRST  PRESBYTERIAN  CHURCH  IN   BUFFALO, 


MAY,    14  th,    18  65. 


BY  WALTER    CLARKE,   D.    D. 


BUFFALO: 
FRANKLIN    PRINTING    HOUSE. 


HOMAS,   TYPOGRAPHER. 


18G5. 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 
Boston  Regional  Library  System 


http://www.archive.org/details/dyinginlorddiscoOOclar 


SERMON. 


AND   I   HEARD    A   VOICE     FROM    HEAVEN,    SAYING    UNTO    ME,    WRITE, 

Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord  from  hence- 
forth :  Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  rest  from 
their  labors;  and  their  works  do  follow  them. —  Revela- 
tion, 14:  13. 

St.  John  had  just  informed  his  readers,  that 
the  present  life  is  to  every  servant  of  Christ,  a 
divinely  appointed  school  of  patience.  Here, 
said  he,  (that  is,  here  in  this  world,)  is  the 
patience  of  the  saints.  This  period  of  proba- 
tion is  the  seminary  where  they  learn,  the 
stadium  where  they  exercise,  the  theatre  where 
they  exhibit  that  crowning  virtue  of  their 
religion  —  their  patience.  But  though  this  be 
a  truth,  and  one  that  deserves  and  even 
demands  attention,  it  is  not  the  whole  truth. 
Every  great    doctrine    of    Scripture    has    two 


sides.  To  be  seen  in  its  completeness,  there- 
fore, it  must  be  viewed  first  from  a  point  on 
earth,  and  secondly  from  a  point  in  Heaven. 
Death  is  the  dividing:  moment  in  the  life  of  a 
christian.  It  separates  his  existence  into  a 
heavenward  and  an  earthward  side.  The 
earthward  side  is,  as  St.  John  declared,  a 
period  of  trial,  a  school  of  patience.  But  that 
is  not  the  whole  of  the  picture.  Expose  the 
other  side,  said  the  Spirit:  Write,  for  all  the 
servants  of  God,  of  all  ages  and  countries,  to 
remember  when  they  bend  over  the  graves 
of  their  brethren,  or  look  forward  to  antici- 
pate their  own  departure,  that  from  hence- 
forth they  who  die  in  the  Lord  rest  from 
their  labors,  and  their  works  do  follow  them. 
It  would  not  be  possible,  my  hearers,  for  a 
pastor  to  visit  the  grave  as  often  as  I  have 
been  called  to  do  it,  within  a  few  days,  and 
take  his  last  look  of  loved  ones  who  have 
fallen  asleep  in  Jesus  —  the  clear  child  (1),  the 
honored  patriarch  (2),  the  devoted  and  affection- 
ate wife  (3), — and  bear  in  mind  their  patience, 
their  tranquillity,  their  final  victory,  and  not 
desire  to  comfort  himself  and  confirm  his  peo- 

(i)  Elizabeth  Wells  Shepard.         09  George  Coit,  Esq.         (3)  Mrs.  Joseph  Dart. 


pie,  with  this  message  which  the  Spirit  sends 
back  from  the  sepulchres  of  the  just,  saying, 
Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord. 
Admonished  by  the  heavenly  Providence,  let 
us  find  instruction  in  these  inspired  and  com- 
forting words,  this  morning.  And,  first,  let 
us  call  to  mind  — 

I.  How  true  it  is,  that  for  every  child  of 
God,  this  present  earthly  life  is  a  scene  of 
discipline,  and  a  school  of  patience.  Consider 
what  the  believer  has  to  bear  from  himself  — 
his  burdensome  sins  —  his  grievous  shortcom- 
ings— his  many  infirmities  —  the  ills  of  the  body 
—  the  defects  of  the  mind  —  the  secrets  of  one 
kind  and  another,  which  he  may  not  commu- 
nicate to  his  most  intimate  friend,  which  he 
shudders  to  confess  to  his  Father  in  Heaven, 
and  which  he  must  nevertheless  carry  with 
him  to  the  end  of  his  life.  Add  to  this,  the 
trials,  and  sometimes  the  burdens,  which  Divine 
Providence  imposes ;  cares,  needs,  fears,  dis- 
appointments, griefs,  humiliations ;  and  com- 
plete the  account  by  enumerating  what  he  is 
obliged  to  endure  from  his  fellow  men  ;  from 
their  inconsiderateness  —  from  their  imperfec- 
tions—from their  envy  —  their  jealousy  —  their 
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ill-nature  —  their  greed;  call  to  mind,  for  in- 
stance, what  a  father  is  sometimes  compelled  to 
suffer  from  the  waywardness,  the  guilt  or  the 
disgrace  of  a  degenerate  or  apostate  son ; 
judge  of  the  life  of  any  christian  by  what  you 
know  of  your  own,  or  by  what  you  observe  in 
him,  and  St.  John  drew  a  portrait  as  accurate 
as  it  is  striking,  when  he  sketched  the  course 
of  the  saint  in  this  world  as  a  season  of  dis- 
cipline in  the  school  of  patience.  But  we  are 
too  often  and  too  impressively  reminded  of 
the  fact,  ever  to  be  able  to  forget, 

II.  That,  however  severe  may  be  the  dis- 
cipline of  the  believer,  in  this  world,  it  is  at 
the  same  time,  brief,  because  at  the  farthest, 
death  will  quickly  arrive  to  remove  him.  To 
everything  but  a  childish  estimate,  how  short 
is  the  life  of  man.  It  is  but  yesterday  that 
the  oldest  of  us  were  children;  and  to-morrow 
one  will  ask  for  us,  and  we  shall  be  gone. 
The  days  of  the  years  of  my  -  pilgrimage,  said 
Jacob,  are  one  hundred  and  thirty  years.  Few 
and  evil  have  been  the  days  of  the  years  of 
my  life,  and  they  have  not  attained  to  the 
years  of  my  fathers.  And  how  mysterious  the 
ways  of  God  in  regard  to  the  continuance,  or 


the  termination  of  our  lives.  For  fifty  centu- 
ries thoughtful  men  have  found  occasion  to 
ask,  with  equal  doubt  and  wonder,  why  the 
wicked  remain  so  long — why  the  good  depart 
so  soon.  It  is  difficult  to  determine  which  of 
these  two  events  occasions  the  more  and  the 
more  poignant  grief  to  the  world ;  the  too 
early  exit  of  the  righteous,  or  the  too  pro- 
tracted stay  of  the  unholy.  Go  through  any 
city,  any  street,  any  land,  and  you  shall  find 
oue  class  of  mourners  bewailing  the  absence 
of  the  loved  and  the  pure,  who  have  fled  too 
soon  from  life ;  you  shall  meet  another  op- 
pressed with  sorrow  more  inconsolable  and 
more  enduring  at  the  presence  of  the  loved 
and  the  ruined,  who  are  outliving  every  other 
capacity  but  that  of  giving  pain  to  their 
friends.  Why  do  the  wicked  remain  so  long? 
—  why  do  the  good  depart  so  soon  ?  is  the 
question  which  each  generation  hands  down 
to  its  successor.  But  loth  as  Ave  are  to  let 
the  righteous  die,  God's  purpose  prevails ; 
and  we  are  obliged  to  look  on  all  the  good 
of  our  kindred  and  acquaintances,  on  rever- 
end fathers  and  sainted  mothers,  and  wives 
and    husbands,    and    children,    who    bear    the 
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image  of  Jesus,  and  say,  each  day,  These  are 
not  of  earth,  their  home  is  in  another  world, 
and  God,  who  lent  them  to  us  for  a  little, 
will  soon  come  and  take  them  to  himself. 
How  many  such  have  some  of  us  already 
loved  and  lost!  How  impatient  is  death, 
how  envious  the  grave,  how  eager  the  heavenly 
world  to  get  back  its  own  !  But  we  must 
not  forget  for  ourselves  or  our  friends, 

III.  That  depart  when  and  how  they  will, 
the  righteous  always  die  in  the  Lord.  Blessed, 
says  our  text,  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the 
Lord ;  by  which,  two  things  are  especially 
meant :  First,  That  if  they  have  the  use  of 
their  mental  powers,  and  are  able  to  do  it, 
the  children  of  God  uniformly  die  as  Stephen 
did,  committing  their  souls  consciously  and 
confidently  to  the  care  of  their  Saviour.  Call 
it  faith,  or  fancy,  or  fact,  and  to  the  extent 
that  one  is  well  informed  and  capable  of  a 
judgment  in  the  matter,  he  -will  be  satisfied 
that  it  is  neither  faith  nor  fancy,  but  fact ; 
account  for  it  as  we  may,  in  the  apprehension 
of  every  dying  christian  whose  intellect  is 
unclouded,  Jesus  is  hourly  near,  to  receive 
his   escaping  spirit,  and    bear    him,  as   on   the 


9 

wings  of  seraphs,  to  his  home  above.  In  all 
lands  and  among  all  races,  for  two  thousand 
years  this  has  been  the  way  in  which  the 
saints  have  died.  Whether  ignorant  or  wise, 
old  or  young,  honored  or  obscure,  death  has 
been  the  peaceful  entrusting  of  their  emanci- 
pated and  happy  souls  to  that  Redeemer  who, 
in  their  apprehension,  stood  waiting  to  receive 
them.  All  the  righteous  of  the  by-gone  ages 
have  died  thus.  Day  by  day,  in  this  and 
other  lands,  they  who  finish  their  course  be- 
lieving in  Jesus,  die  in  this  way.  In  this  way 
all  the  children  of  God  now  on  earth  will  make 
their  exit.  In  this  Avay  all  who,  in  coming 
time,  shall  confide  in  the  Saviour,  will  pass 
the  veil,  not  as  blind  souls  plunging  in  dark- 
ness, but  as  believing  souls,  delivering  them- 
selves joyfully  through  the  cloud,  to  the  open 
arms  of  their  Shepherd.  This  is  one  thing 
intended  by  the  phrase  to  die  in  the  Lord. 
But  there  is  a  higher  meaning  to  these  words. 
Whether  the  expiring  saint  has  the  use  of  his 
faculties  or  not,  makes  no  difference  with  his 
Saviour, —  makes  no  difference  with  his  safety. 
His  mind  may  be  so  beclouded,  or  his  powers 
so  weak,  that  he   lacks    the    strength    to    com- 
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mend  his  spirit  to  his  Redeemer  in  a  conscious 
and  comfortable  trust.  But  that  Redeemer 
has  said  to  every  confiding  and  submissive  ser- 
vant, When  thou  passest  through  the  waters, 
I  will  be  with  thee  —  and  through  the  rivers, 
they  shall  not  overflow  thee.  When  thou 
walkest  through  the  fire  thou  shall  not  be 
burned,  neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon 
thee.  You  may  not  be  able,  christian 
hearer,  to  lay  hold  of  your  Saviour  in  the 
hour  of  your  death.  But  he  will,  nevertheless, 
be  present  to  lay  hold  of  you.  Nay,  if  that 
were  possible,  he  will  be  the  more  faithful  for 
your  impotence,  and  the  more  your  helper  that 
you  cannot  help  yourself.  This  is  the  unspeak- 
able privilege  of  all  the  saints,  that  depart 
out  of  life  when  and  where  and  as  they  will, 
they  die  in  the  Lord, —  their  faith  embracing 
him,  when  it  is  not  overcast  with  disease ; 
his  love  and  power  and  peace  encircling 
and  up-bearing  them,  whether  conscious  or 
unconscious,  asleep  or  awake.  Blessed  men! 
who  die  in  the  Lord.  Have  any  of  your  dear 
ones  departed  this  life  consciously  confiding  in 
the  Saviour?  Then  you  have  witnessed,  and 
do  not  need  that   one  should  describe  to  yon, 
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the  death  of  the  righteous.  Have  any  of  your 
dear  ones  who  believe  in  Christ,  gone  down 
to  the  grave  under  a  gateway  of  darkness, 
giving  no  parting  token  of  their  trust  ? 
Doubt  not  that  Jesus  met  them  on  the  other 
shore,  and  that  they  found  him  before 
they  lost  you.  To  die  in  the  Lord  —  who 
can  tell  the  heaven  of  meaning  that  hides  in 
these  few  words?  Well  might  one  of  old 
exclaim,  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  right- 
eous, and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his.  But 
the  text  permits  us  to  take  one  step  more 
and  follow  our  pious  friends  — 

IY.  To  their  mansions  in  the  world  of 
bliss,  and  behold,  so  far  as  we  have  thoughts 
to  measure  or  imagination  to  conceive  such 
things,  the  sources,  the  certainty,  and  the  extent 
of  their  joy.  They  rest  from  their  labors  — 
not  from  their  devotions,  not  from  their 
activities,  not  from  their  delights.  All  these 
are  increased  and  made  enduring  and  perfect. 
But  whatever  wearied  their  bodies,  or  op- 
pressed their  minds — the  cares,  the  perplex- 
ities, the  burdens  of  this  cumbersome  and  anx- 
ious state,  the  griefs,  the  disappointments,  the 
debilities    of    their    earthly  lot,  the   pains,  the 
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privations,  the  discouragements  that  wore  out 
their  faculties  —  are  all  left  behind,  and  they 
rest !  Oh,  how  much  has  that  single  word 
meant  for  many  of  them !  —  rest,  at  length ! 
rest,  in  the  bosom  of  God !  When  you  saw 
them  in  health  and  at  their  tasks,  they  had 
no  rest.  When  you  sat  by  them  on  their  sick 
beds,  for  many  days,  possibly  for  many  weeks, 
they  were  strangers  to  rest.  The  agitated 
mind,  the  unquiet  nerve,  the  aching  flesh,  the 
palpitating  pulse,  the  heaving  brain,  forbade  a 
moment's  respite,  prevented  a  moment's  repose. 
But  at  length  the  conflict  ended  —  they  fell 
asleep  in  Jesus  —  they  found  rest  in  death. 
Blessed  be  death,  for  it  brings  rest  to  the 
righteous.  They  rest  from  their  labors,  and 
their  works  follow  them.  In  this  life  the 
Christian's  works  flee  from  him,  and  hide  in 
the  thicket  of  common  events.  His  many 
prayers,  for  example,  poured  forth  by  day  and 
by  night  in  the  sanctuary,  in"  the  closet,  in 
the  place  of  business,  fragrant  as  the  odors  of 
flowers,  are  seemingly  as  evanescent  also ;  and 
when  once  they  have  got  loose  in  the  air,  for- 
get to  return  and  give  report  of  their  errand, 
so    that,    to    his    dying    day,    the    suppliant   is 
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in  doubt  whether  they  reached  Heaven  or 
perished  on  the  way.  But  no  sooner  does  his 
emancipated  spirit  leave  this  vale  of  mists,  and 
ascend  to  its  home  in  the  heavens,  than  all 
these  prayers  flock  after  to  hail  and  acknowl- 
edge their  leader.  Oh,  what  a  surprise  awaits 
the  aged  saint  who  has  filled  the  days,  and 
peopled  the  nights,  of  three-fourths  of  a  cen- 
tury with  secret  and  ceaseless  supplication, 
and  sent  forward  to  the  other  world  legions 
of  humble  but  forgotten  prayers!  What  sur- 
prises, what  remembrances,  what  delights 
will  break  upon  him,  when  he  and  his  peti- 
tions shall  meet  on  the  other  side  of  the 
grave  !  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the 
Lord,  for  they  go  not  alone  into  the  other 
state.  Their  works  do  follow  them.  In  this 
life  the  servant  of  God  utters  innumerable 
sentences,  that  contain  the  germs  of  devout 
affection,  the  seeds  of  saving  truth.  Every 
day  for  years,  like  a  faithful  sower,  he  casts 
a  handful  of  this  precious  grain  upon  the 
winds,  and  they  bear  it,  he  knows  not  whither. 
All  that  he  can  discover  or  say,  is  that  it  has 
gone  from  him,  gone  into  darkness,  and  lodged 
perhaps  by  the  wayside — perhaps  among  thorns 
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—  perhaps  in  good  ground.  So  his  works 
escape  from  him.  And  so  they  remain  con- 
cealed, till  he  reaches  the  end  of  his  pilgrim- 
age. But  part  of  the  blessedness  reserved 
for  each  believer,  and  part  of  the  joy  that 
shall  greet  him  on  the  threshold  of  the 
other  life,  will  come  from  lifting  the  veil 
of  sense  from  off  the  heart  of  the  world, 
and  showing  him  the  wide  field,  the  growing 
grain,  the  certain  harvest.  Then  shall  he  dis- 
cover what  he  could  scarcely  believe  on  earth 

—  that  they  who  go  forth  weeping  and  bear- 
ing precious  seed  shall  doubtless  come  again 
Avith  rejoicing,  bringing  their  sheaves  with 
them.  Ln  this  world  the  Christian  can  never 
know  the  joy  he  has  given  to  others  by  his 
affectionate  manners,  his  generous  deeds,  his 
good  example,  his  godlike  temper.  His 
nearest  friends,  the  members  of  his  own 
household,  can  never  express  to  him  —  till  he 
departs,  and  is  with  them  no  more,  can  never 
know  for  themselves  even  —  how  great  a  part 
he  was  of  their  daily  life  and  joy.  Outside 
of  his  own  house,  it  is  even  more  impossible 
to  discern  or  guess  how  many  there  are  in 
the  world  who    are    the    happier    for  knowing 
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him,  and  what  supplication  and  thanksgiving 
go  up  daily  to  God  on  his  behalf.  But  so  soon 
as  he  is  transferred  from  earth  to  Heaven, 
all  this  darkness  disappears,  and  the  griefs, 
the  remembrances,  the  thanksgivings,  the  sad 
regrets,  the  longing  desires,  the  solitude,  the 
weariness  —  every  sentiment  that  holds  his 
memory  sacred  in  his  house,  among  his  friends, 
or  in  the  bosom  of  strangers — joins  the  great 
cavalcade  that  St.  John  says  marches  in  the 
train  of  every  dying  saint,  to  follow  him  in 
his  triumphal  journey  to  the  life  beyond.  If 
these  things  be  true,  my  hearers  —  and  who 
of  us  can  doubt,  when  God  himself  is  our 
witness?  — if  they  who  die  in  the  Lord  rest 
from  their  labors,  and  their  works  do  follow 
them  —  must  we  not  congratulate,  while  we  at 
the  same  time  bemoan,  all  our  friends  who 
have  fallen  asleep  in  Jesus. 

I  have  been  led  to  these  remarks  this  morn- 
ing, as  already  hinted,  by  events  which  have 
cast  a  shadow  of  grief,  not  over  a  few  house- 
holds only,  but  over  this  entire  congregation, 
and  over  multitudes  of  fellow  mourners  in 
this  and  other  cities.  The  dear  child,  whom 
Jesus   so   lately  plucked  as  a  white  bud   from 
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the  fond  parental  stem,  to  give  its  fragrance 
to  the  world  on  high,  did  so  serenely  trust  in 
her  recognized  Redeemer,  and  that  Redeemer 
did  so  manifestly  sustain  and  so  marvelously 
comfort  her  to  her  parting  moment,  that  we 
may  with  joy  repeat  around  her  sepulchre, 
the  words  of  John,  and  say,  Blessed  are 
the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord,  for  they  rest 
from  their  labors  and  their  works  do  follow 
them. 

Mrs.  Dart,  having  received  a  thorough  edu- 
cation, first  at  her  home  in  Norfolk,  Conn., 
and  afterwards  at  the  well  known  school  of 
Miss  Beecher,  in  Hartford,  came  to  this  city  in 
1830,  being  then  in  her  twenty-first  year,  and 
with  her  pastor,  the  loved  and  lamented 
Eaton,  and  her  sister,  laid  the  foundation  of 
what  is  now  our  Buffalo  Academy.  You  who 
have  witnessed  her  labors,  and  taken  note  of 
her  virtues,  and  seen  what  a  joy  and  what  a 
blessing  she  has  been  to  this  city  for  thirty- 
five  years,  will  not  doubt  what  was  evident 
to  her  at  the  moment,  that  her  coming 
was,  in  a  peculiar  sense,  Providential.  A  few 
months  before,  she  had  consecrated  herself 
with    the    heartiness,    sincerity,  and    wholeness 


17 

of    purpose  which    characterised    her    common 
acts,     to    the    service    of    Christ,  in    whatever 
station,  and  at  whatever  place  he  might  choose 
to   appoint   her.      Devolving    the    direction    of 
her   subsequent   life,  exclusively  upon    her   Re- 
deemer, she  waited,   not   knowing  whither  she 
might  be  called,  until    at  length  a  letter  from 
Mr.  Eaton  was  put  in  her  hands,  and  with  no 
other    agency    on    her    part   than    that    of    an 
intelligent    christian    consent,    her    lot    for    life 
was  cast  in  this  community.     Buffalo  had  much 
to    offer     her  —  much     needful     work  —  much 
approving     sympathy  —  much     esteem  —  much 
honor  —  and   when   she  should    go  to  her  rest, 
much  profound  and  loving  grief.     And  she  had 
much  to  give  to  Buffalo  —  a  pure  and  womanly 
example  —  an   intelligent   and    tasteful    culture 
—  a  heart  full  of    sanctified    affections  —  a  life 
fruitful  of  beneficient  deeds.     Mrs.  Dart  united 
with  this   church,   October,   1830,  and    entered 
at  once  into  those  relations  of  active  and  s^en- 
eral    usefulness    of   which    she    never    wearied, 
and  from  which  she  never  withdrew,  until  she 
betook    herself    to    her    bed    to  die.     Nor  did 
she  in  excessive  devotion  to  other  tasks,  forget 
that  the  first  duties  of  a  wife  and  mother,  lie 
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ever  within  the  sacred  circle  of  home,  and  that 
no  amount  of  success  outside  the  house,  can 
ever  compensate  for  private  unculture  or 
domestic  neglect  within.  If,  for  thirty-five 
years,  she  has  made  this  city,  and  in  some 
sense,  the  world  itself,  the  broad  theatre  of  her 
cares  and  toils,  she  has  at  the  same  time,  been 
so  diligent,  so  affectionate,  so  faithful  in  more 
retired  and  intimate  relations,  that  no  house 
among  us  has  been,  or  seemed  to  be,  more 
truly  a  home  than  hers.  And  well  it  might 
be  so.  For  it  was  neither  ambition,  nor  self- 
seeking,  nor  love  of  display  that  called  her 
forth  to  her  benevolent  tasks,  but  sympathy 
for  her  race,  and  a  measure  of  the  spirit 
of  her  Saviour.  It  was  not  the  honors, 
but  the  duties  of  christian  fidelity  which 
she  most  coveted  and  prized.  Forgetful  of 
herself,  mindful  mainly  of  her  work,  she  had 
neither  inducement  nor  inclination  to  neglect 
her  home.  Much  as  she  was-  esteemed,  there- 
fore, in  the  circles  where  she  was  wont  to 
exercise  her  virtues,  and  greatly  as  these  will 
mark  her  absence  and  mourn  her  death,  the 
place  that  is  most  empty,  and  the  hearts  that 
are  most  desolate    since   her    departure,  are  in 
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her  own  dwelling.  I  may  not  enumerate  with 
greater  fullness  or  particularity,  the  many 
virtues  that  united  in  the  character  of  our 
departed  friend.  How  she  loved  her  church, 
and  sought  its  growth,  its  purity  and  its 
honor;  with  what  assiduity,  attention,  and 
growing  profit  she  observed  the  ordinances 
and  heard  the  word ;  how  she  loved  and 
venerated  her  pastors,  and  did  all  in  her 
power  to  make  them  useful  and  happy;  with 
what  untiring  zeal  she  devoted  herself  to  the 
cause  of  her  country  and  the  needs  of  the 
soldier  —  all  these  things  I  pass  to  speak  in 
conclusion  of  the  faithfulness  and  grace  of 
Christ,  vouchsafed  to  her  in  her  last  days, 
which  were,  as  you  kuow,  days  of  utmost 
weariness,  debility  and  pain.  And  yet  it  was 
in  these  circumstances  that  she  experienced  a 
strength  of  assurance  —  a  tranquillity  of  trust 
—  a  support  —  a  consolation  —  a  joy  —  that 
had  not  been  accorded  to  her  at  any  previous 
time.  Aware  of  her  coming  dissolution,  look- 
ing forward  to  her  inevitable  fate,  she  was 
not  only  willing  to  depart,  but  when  she 
knew  the  alternative  was  to  remain  and  suffer, 
was  willing  also,  if  God  should  so  appoint,  to 
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wait  his  pleasure,  and  bear  her  ever  growing 
burden,  until  he  should  come  and  give  her 
release.  I  can  trust  in  Jesus,  she  said,  at  a 
time  when  she  expected  an  immediate  exit ; 
can  commit  my  all  to  Him.  I  feel  a  perfect 
assurance  that  He  can  and  will  keep  that 
which  I  have  committed  to  Him.  My  death- 
bed is  one  of  the  loveliest,  happiest  places  I 
was  ever  in.  This  is  the  happiest  da}^  I  ever 
saw.  Can  this  be  death  ?  It  is  so  pleasant. 
I  am  so  happy  —  so  happy.  Lay  me  back  and 
let  me  go  to  sleep  in  Jesus,  and  do  not 
awake  me  any  more.  Tell  her  —  referring  to 
a  friend  —  that  I  hope  to  be  able  to  recognize 
her  cherub  children  and  mine,  when  I  reach 
the  heavenly  world.  It  was  thus,  that  for 
weeks,  she  sat,  as  one  waiting  at  the  gate  of 
Heaven,  assured  of  her  title,  anxious  to  enter, 
and  seemingly  invited  by  beckoning  spirits 
from  the  other  side,  and  yet  able  to  say,  Not 
until  God's  time,  not  until  God's  time.  Patient 
under  every  disappointment,  submissive  at  every 
delay,  grateful  for  the  attention  of  friends, 
grieved  at  the  toil  of  watchers,  beholding  in 
every  flower  a  symbol  of  the  heavenly  state, 
at  length  she    finished  her    course  and   left  us 
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to  recite,  in  the  midst  of  our  sorrow,  the 
faith  that  has  had  a  new  confirmation  in  her, 
Blessed  are  the  dead  who    die  in  the  Lord. 

In  this  faith  let  us  pursue,  my  brethren, 
what  remains  to  each  of  us  of  his  mortal 
journey,  remembering  that  we  are  not  travel- 
ing an  untrodden  path,  nor  drawing  near  to 
an  untried  gate,  and  that  if  the  valley  into 
which  we  must  enter  be  still  full  of  mists, 
from  over  the  gloom  and  beyond,  come  the 
voices  of  many  happy  spirits,  saying,  The  dead 
in  Jesus  rest  from  their  labors,  and  their  works 
do  follow  them. 
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p  n  <©<s  sa  A  M  M  IS  - 

0  Thou  whom  we  adore  ! 

To  bless  our  earth  again, 
Assume  thine  own  almighty  power, 

And  o'er  the  nations  reign. 

The  "world's  Desire  and  Hope, 

All  power  to  thee  is  given  ; 
Now  set  the  last  great  empire  up, 

Eternal  Lord  of  heaven. 

A  gracious  Savior,  thou 

Wilt  all  thy  creatures  bless  ; 
And  every  knee  to  thee  shall  bow, 

And  every  tongue  confess. 

According  to  thy  word, 

Now  be  thy  grace  revealed  ; 
And  with  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord, 

Let  all  the  earth  be  filled. 


By  Rev.  GEORGE  WASHBURN,  recently  from  Constantinople. 
By  Rev.  JUSTIN  PERKINS,  D.  D.,  of  the  Nestorian  Mission. 

Yes,  the  latter  day  is  breaking, 
Radiance  beams  in  yonder  sky  ; 

Heathen  men,  their  gods  forsaking, 
Shall  behold  redemption  nigh. 

To  the  Savior 
May  they  all  for  refuge  fly  ! 

Many  a  nation  yet  enshrouded, 

Favored  with  no  cheering  ray, 
Soon  will  smile  serene,  unclouded, 

'Neath  the  rising  orb  of  clay  ; 
Till  earth's  shadows 

Shall  forever  pass  away. 

Christians,  wake  !    With  love  increasing, 

Send  the  messengers  abroad  : 
Wake  to  zeal  and  prayer  unceasing  ; 

Be  co-workers  with  your  God, 
Till  heaven's  glory 

Shines  o'er  every  dark  abode. 

AlilHii, 
By  Rev.  R.  D.  HITCHCOCK,  D.  D.,  of  New  York  City. 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Loi'd, 

Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 

Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


